JOHN DRYDEN

are lines with the sweetness and elegance of Waller,
and more not only of energy but of imagination, and
aieener sense of the beauty of words and images and
cadences:

How shall I speak of that triumphant day
When you renew'd the expiring pomp or May?

And now time's whiter series is begun
Which in soft centuries shall smoothly run:
Those clouds that overcast your morn shall fly,
Dispell'd to farthest corners of the sky.

or from the Panegyric on the Coronation:

Time seems not now beneath his years to stoop,
Nor do his wings with sickly feathers droop:
Soft western winds waft o'er the gaudy spring,
And open'd scenes of flowers and blossoms bring
To grace this happy day while you appear
Not king of us alone but of the year.

Music herself is lost 5 in vain she brings
Her choicest notes to praise the best of Kings:
Her melting strains in you a tomb have found,
And lie like bees in their own sweetness drownM
He that brought peace, and discord could atone,
His name is music of itself alone.

Even when compared with Milton's grand style so
full of classical artifice, and Shakespeare's, pestered,
as Dryden says somewhere, with metaphor and
hyperbole, there is beauty in this writing, so idiom-
atic, so natural in phrase and order of words, and
withal so dignified and musical.

But Dryden *s style was to gain in vigour and
variety, in conversational ease and oratorical eleva-
tion. To the question was Dryden a poet it is suffi-